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St. PATRICK'S HIGHWAYMAN. 


By Witt Wenp. 
oe 


An occasion to perform for the benefit of 
a brother professional led me from my com- 
fortable hearth in the heart of Lincoln to a 
few miles distant from the town, one very 
cold and cheerless afternoon. Feeling as- 
sured that I might make myself more per- 
fect in the role which had been allotted to 
me, I preferred riding in my own little 
chaise to travelling with company in the 
stage; and putting on an enormous pilot 
coat, containing my own theatrical costume 
(for 1 had an extraordinary dislike to wear- 
ing those dresses which had so often en- 
cased the limbs of brother actors), my 
toilet was completed, and by the time I had 
warmed myself with a little mulled wine, 
my pony chaise was all in readiness; 1 
patted the animal cheerfully on the back 
and sprung into my seat, and was not long 
ere I was out of sight of shops and houses, 
and brought into the lanes and bye ways. 
After a constant repetition of my part, I 
felt sure I had committed it safely to me- 
mory; that anxiety being off my mind, I 
lit a cigar and let my meditations loose, 
which first wandered on the different topics 
of the day, then the change in this rude 
part that the hand of an agriculturist might 
make, the fine sketch the artist might take, 
the unpleasantness of being companionless, 
the dreary prospect of a hard hour’s drive, 
and the pleasure of being welcomed by my 





old friend, Frank Oliver. My imagination 
had not travelled further when it met with 
an interruption, noticing my pony had an 
inclination ever and anon to stumble; I 
dismounted from my chaise to see the cause 
of this, and having found that it was in 
consequence of being unsecurely shod, I 
was in the attempt of regaining my seat, 
when a crash of a bough caused me to turn 
my head, and in doing so encountered the 
vis-a-pro of an unshorn Irishman, who with 
an hurroo “ would be after troubling me for 
my cash.” Certainly I was not prepared 
in either money or aris to meet with such 
an obstruction, therefore was not a little 
terrified (who, in a lonely place with such 
asavage, would not have been so?), and 
tried my utmost endeavours to make my 
unwelcome visitor believe that I had come 
out without my purse—* The tale was too 
ould now,” he merely remarked at this, and 
to convince me he was in impatient humour 
tor his demand, he presented a cocked pis- 
tol. This rather chilled my valour—yes, 
my valour—I who had played the hero in 
fiction, and fought with bravery a dozen 
men at once, and vanquished them all; yet 
in attempting to play the hero in truth, and 
even only one man appeared, I shuddered 
and felt myself a coward. Fearful of all 
consequences, I put my hand in my pocket 
and drew out my loose cash, which I offered 
in hopes of giving satisfaction; Iwas de- 
ceived, for he dashed it into his large poc- 
keted coat and exclaimed, “ Sure and faith, 





























































































































































































yer honer, is it with this trimpery bauble 
that you think I'd be after a letting you off, 
a few paltry pence, no hurroo, no; its the 
gould I'll have, or I'll be taking the liberty 
of giving yer generous head a taste of this 
—now don’t be standing and shaking for 
all the world like a twig in the wind, but 
be ‘a liberal at once, and show me your 
purse.” Dreading from the wretch’s face, 
which pourtrayed great rage—and judging 
from a huge bludgeon which he waved over 
my head in the quarter staff fashion, that 
he really intended, in case of refusal, of be- 
labouring me with it—I reluctantly pulled 
out a well stocked purse, and said, in ra- 
ther tremulous tones, ‘‘ Now, my good fel- 
low, take it, but pray let me go; you have 
all I got, and—” “ Not so fast,” interrupt- 
ed my despoiler, “let your words be run- 
ning, for faith as I am not a good feller I 
hav’nt done wid you yet; jest hand me that 
bundle.’’ A compliance to his request was 
my answer—it was my acting dress; when 
he had examined the contents he returned 
it, remarking that I might keep them, be- 
ing only fit for women. I now made a 
movement to regain my seat; his quick eye 
destroyed my attempt, “ Wait awheel, or 
I'll be angry wid thee; your watch and 
seals, yer honer, then you may go.” This 
demand more than ever startled me; I had 
taken the precaution to hide this article of 
necessity in my fob—it mattered little or 
not then what my precaution had been—he 
knew I had them about me, and that was 
enough. It happened that my watch was 
the gift of my deceased mother, given to 
me under those peculiar and interesting 
circumstances which render a relict most 
precious; often had I said that I would as 
soon part with my life as with it, though I 
must confess when I made the vaunt I had 
no idea it would ever be put so practically 
as at present to the test. I ventured to 
expostulate—“ Surely you have robbed me 
of enough, but that which you have taken 
I vow, I freely forgive you, if you will but 
leave me my watch.” ‘ Hurroo,’”’ exclaim-. 
ed St. Pat, “and do you think I should be 
such a fool as to be after asking your for- 
giveness ; now would yer be trifling wid my 
good nature? Don’t force me, sir, to do 
anything that I may cause a bit of sorry 
for; only jist hand me your watch, or by—” 
Here he stopped, drew in his oath, and 
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jerked the bludgeon from one hand to the 
other, spitting upon his hardened palms to 
give them additional dexterity. I cast my 
eyes around me in the hopes of seeing some 
person wending this way ;_ all was silent and 
blank, resistance was in vain, and in such a 
situation the wisest plan was to accede to 
his wishes. 1 produced my golden time- 
piece, and with a deep sigh handed it to 
him—he greedily seized it — rolling the 
chain and seals tightly round, thrust it into 
a pocket, and to satisfy himself that it had 
reached a good destination, shook his coat 
—it jingled and he smiled—then turning 
round with that suavity which the Irish are 
so noted for, took off his crownless hat, 
bowed, and bounded across the road into 
the fields, leaving me in that astonishment 
which I cannot describe, nor faithfully do 
I think any-body else. 

Upon a partial recovery from my asto- 
nishment, I can safely say that I needed no 
great persuasion to hasten, with all possible 
speed, to the theatre, so jumped into my 
chaise, and smartly hitting my unconscious 
animal, drove off at a sharp pace, but with 
a state of feelings very unenviable; cursing 
myself for my cowardice in allowing that 
precious gift to be given up without raising 
a defending arm; numerous other thoughts 
ot no pleasant nature arose, and in the 
utmost confusion jumbled themselves in my 
brain, 

It was getting dark; I had driven some 
little time, and could just catch a glimpse 
of a lamp or two between the trees, when 
the noise of a heavy footstep attracted my 
ear and attention; in the goodness of my 
heart, fancying that it was some traveller 
escaping from the fangs of St. Patrick, I 
reined in my pony to a gentle trot, in order 
to offer the pursued the means of hastening 
his flight, when he should be near enough 
to partake of my generosity; the tread be- 
came more and more distinct, I looked 
round tosee whom I was about rescuing, 
when, ch heavens, who should it be but the 
Irishman—* Stop one moment, yer honer, 
a parting word wid yer,’ and, laying hold 
of my pony’s bit, forced him to a stand-still. 

(To be continued in our neat). 


THEATRES. 


Drury Lane.—The new opera goes on 





swimmingly, and the houses are very full 
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Miss Romer, however, has suffered a re- 
lapse, and her role has been sustained by 
Miss Rainforth, who supports it very cre- 
ditably. Harrison sings in the opera par- 
ticularly well, and has evidently well studied 
his part. Borrani, though possessing a fine 
voice, sadly wants polish in his acting. 
Mdlle. Baderna wins golden opinions by 
her excellent dancing; she will join the 
choregraphic corps at Covent Garden on 
that theatre opening. 

Haymarket.—The “ School for Schem- 
ing’’ has been curtailed and altered consi- 
derably for the better. Webster has re- 
signed his part to Stuart, and the public 
perhaps do not lose by the alteration, since 
Webster never seemed to feel comfortable 
as Mr. Sykes. The “ Invisible Prince’ 
has passed its fiftieth night, yet still conti- 
nuesan attraction; all pronounce it Planche’s 
chef d’euvre. The houses have not been so 
good as the entertainments, 

Princess’s.—Miss Bassano and Miss A. 
Romer continue to share the laurels at this 
well conducted establishment. The bill of 
fare for the last few nights has been very 
excellent; it is not every house that can 


give us a fine opera and a five-act comedy, 
first-rate artists appearing in both perform- 


ances, every evening. The operas have 
been “ Norma,” “ Anne Boleyn,” ‘¢ Castle 
of Aymon,” and “ La Sonnambula ;” the 
comedies “She Stoops to Conquer’ and 
“The Heir at Law.” Great attractions are 
in store for Easter, 

Lyceum —Mr. C. Dance’s new burlesque, 
“The Enchanted Forest,” is a decided 
triumph ; the characters are well supported 
by the talented corps at this house, though 
we cannot but regret that Oxberry, who is 
always in his right element when doing the 
extravagant, should have been omitted; a 
little curtailment (or mutilation, as authors 
call it when applied to their own works) 
would be of service to the piece; there are 
some good parodies, and some excellent 
dancing in it. The “ Wigwam” and Wi- 
gan’s adaption, y’clept “ £500 Reward,” 
seem enjoying a run. 

Apvetrni.—Every-body must have seen 
the “Green Bushes,’ since it nears its 
200th night, yet the management at this 
house still persist in cramming it down the 
throats of the people. Business has been 





very slack, nor can it be wondered at when 
the entertainments are so poor and scanty, 
while all around are brilliant with attractions 
and novelties. Buckstone’s new drama is 
sadly wanted; till then the management 
must be content to play to empty benches. 

O.ympic.— The legitimate drama has 
been entirely lost sight of by, Mr. George 
Bolton, and an entertainment better suited 
to the understandings of his audience has 
brought a little more money into the trea- 
sury. Mr. George Wild has appeared in 
some of his old favourite characters, and 
has met with a hearty and uproarious wel- 
come from his friends and admirers among 
the habitues of the Olympic. Though we 
cannot but regret that the purpose for which 
the theatre was first opened, viz. the per- 
formance of Shakspeare’s writings and the 
legitimate drama, has been lost sight of, 
still we must put up with the lessee’s ex- 
cuse that “a man must live ;” and if melo- 
drama possesses more charms for the Olym- 
pic audiences than Shakspeare, why we 
be content to see melo- drama played. 

Surrey.—Mr. H. Betty has appeared 
here this week in the following characters: 
—Alexander the Great, Richard the Third, 
and Othello. The houses have been first- 
rate, and his performances universally ad- 
mired; he has been ably supported by Mr. 
E. F. Saville, Mr. T. Fredericks, Neville, 
Johnson, and Miss Richardson. We must 
not. omit to mention Mr. H. Webb, an 
actor of great ability, and rising rapidly in 
the estimation of the patrons of the drama 
on this side of the water. 

QueeEn’s.— A version of the “ Black 
Doctor” has been played here, Parry sup- 
porting the principal part, and has met 
with great success, The houses have been 
pretty good lately, and benefits have been 
as plentiful as blackberries. 

Stranp.—Henry Russell has taken this 
unfortunate house for a month, and his 
negro and musical entertainments have 
been well received, 





NEW MUSIC. 

“The Wurtemberg Quadrilles.” F. A. 
Weber. Leader and Co.—This is a bril- 
liant set, well arranged for the} pianoforte, 
and the different ais are well calculated 
for dancing. 
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“ The Palace Quadrilles."” Anon, Leader 
and Co.—The airs in this set are simple 
and pretty, with no great pretensions about 
them. ‘They are very elegantly brought 
out, but the name of the composer does not 
appear in the title-plate. 

“Oh! hush, sweet voice.” Miss Cooke. 
Leader and Co.The words of this ballad 
are by Lord Byron ; Miss Cooke has set 
them to a characteristic melody, for a 
mezzo soprano voice, with a clever aceom- 
paniment, and a bar of very effective sym- 
pRopy at the commencement and close of 
the stanzas. 

“The Coffee Polka.” A. Keller. Leader 
and Co.—This is a small but pleasing mor- 
ceau, arranged as a solo or duet for the 
piano forte, in an easy and familiar manner. 

“Souvenir de Cowes’? and “ The Rita 
Waltz.” Composed by the Earl of Belfast, 
for the pianoforte. Ollivier.— Two very 
elegant and tasteful compositions, from the 
pen of a young nobleman who intends to 
devote whatever may accrue from the sale 
of them to the relief of his destitute coun- 
trymen, Let us hope, therefore, that the 
fair maids of Erin will be active in causing 
a very extensive circulation. 

* Vocal Gems of Germany.’ W.H. Call- 
cott. Leader and Co.—This is No. 20 of a 
series of German songs, with English and 
German words, composed by Reissiger, and 
arranged by W. Callcott ; it is called “The 
Exiled Minstrel,” and is exceedingly clever. 
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Shaksperian Papers. 


No. 4—OTHELLO. 
(Conctuded from our last.) 

There are, we know, many “ icnorant as 
dirt,” who cannot comprehend the man of a 
poetical mind, who exclaim “ We'll believe 
what we sce.” 
animals! we are quite aware tliat to 





Senseless blocks! human 


to your minds would be an imp< t 
and although ye are “ of the earth, earthy,” 
yet we will put one question that we think 


is unanswerable, ‘ Do you be!\ ve in the 
Angels of Heaven, who are cver about our 
path, by day and night—who make even 





ye, sensual as you are, their care?” If 
you are Christians you do; and Angels, 
therefore, are realities ; and it is because our 
spiritual eyes are not opened that we do not see 
them, and not that such spirits do not exist, 
Then why, to any of us, may not such a be- 
ing as the Desdemona of the poet, although 
dead, have an existence? Most certainly 
such a being has; for it was only the 
“earthly” nature that made such an one, 
while living, ‘a little lower than the An- 
gels.” 

The meaning of Othello to sacrifice, and 
not to murder Desdemona (sacrifice being 
understood as paying the penalty of a sin, 
and murder the destroying an innocent per- 
son, for gain or from feelings of malice) ,is 
distinctly shown by himself, when aroused 
by the answers and questions of Desdemona 
he exclaims, 

“O, perjur’d woman! thou do’st stone my heart, 

And mak'’st me call what I intend to do 
A murther, which I thought a sacrifice’. 

The conduct of Othello after the disclo- 
sure of the villainy of Iago, and the cir- 
cumstances that proved the truth and 
honour of his wife and his own bereavement, 
was in strict harmony with the foregone 
portions of his character ;—he did not rave 
out unmeaning nonsense (such as some of 
our modern play-makers seem to consider 
so wonderfully fine), but, like a man stan- 
ned by a sudden blow, seemed bereft, ior 
the moment, of life, sense, and action. 
When restored to the full sense of his own 
situation—and when, not thinking of the 
** pearl which, like the base Indian, not 
knowing its value, he had thrown away”— 
his habitual self command and nobleness of 
mind came back in all their pristine 
strength and beauty. 

The final spcech is summed up in a few 
short, but marvellously comprehensive 
lines ; that delivered, and his conduct and 
character vindicated from the aspersions 
of those low and vulgar minds who Weigh 
not human actions according to the tempta- 
tion and the circumstance, what remained, 

“* Where should Othello go?” —— 

The “where” and the resolve were pre- 
figured to us; and when he answered Iago’s 
taunt, after having wounded him, of 

‘I bleed, sir; but not kill’d” 
Oru, ‘1am not sorry neither; I’d have thee Jive ; 
For, in my sense, ’tis ha ppiness to die.” 
This was the philosophy of the noble 
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minds of the earlier ages, although it is not 
in accordance with tbe faith and belief of 
Christians, who, gifted with greater light 
and knowledge, know that that philosophy 
which made self-destruction praiseworthy 
was false in reality. But who, like Othello, 
having lost all that made life endurable, 
and whose sunlight of existence had sunk 
for ever, would not have prayed for death 
as a deliverance from the mental iorture 
that a mind so composed must endure, we 
can well understand “ the sense’ of Othello, 
when he wished Iago “ To Live,’’ He knew 
that no curse could wither him more en- 
tirely than the curse of existence ;—he felt 
how dreadful to such a wretch must be the 
“ mental hell,” shadowing out the sufferings 
of the damned, whose pains and tortures 
we believe to be not altogether hereafter. 

Death ended the sorrows of the Moor. 
Ilis last sigh was breathed over the dead 
body of her who, when he lived, he “ loved 
not wisely, but too well.” 

Ere I drop my pen, let me ask the reader 
to draw in his mind’s eye the picture of the 
Moor, expiring beside tbe dead, yet lovely, 
form of his wife, Then will he form a just 
idea of the terrible effects of jealousy. We 
have often noticed, when the sky has been 
clear and azure, oae little cloud sail into it. 
as it sailed on ‘others have followed it so 
fast that the heavens were covered as with 
a pall ;—then from their dark recesses has 
the lightning burst with its lurid glare, and 
the thunder, in awful peals, has rolled 
across the stormy sky, dispelling all that 
was fair and beautiful. So does jealousy 
when it once enters the human heart. 


E 





PROVINCIAL. 


(Fscm our own Corrrspondents.) 

Huti.—The manager, Mr. Pritchard, 
has had a very good season here, consider- 
ing the very severe weather. He richly de- 
serves it; he has an excellent company, 
and has produced many new pieces. The 
company leave here for York on Saturday. 

Batu.— Madame Vestris and Mr.Charles 
Mathews have been performing with great 
success during the week. Mr. Mathews’ 
benefit was announced for last night, The 
pieces were “ The Belle’s Strategem,” and 
“Ile would be an Actor.’”’” Madame Vestris 
is taking leave of her provincial friends at 





the principal towns in the kingdom, She 
made her debut at the Italian Opera, July20, 
1815, in Winter's opera, “ 1] Ratta de Pro- 
serpina,”’ for her husband’s benefit. 

Dusuin. — Mr. Aldridge, the African 
Roscius, made his appearance last night, 
for the first time these eight years, in his 
favourite character of “ Zanga.” We have 
not space to dwell upon the merits ofa per- 
formance which is acknowledged to be one 
of the very best impersonations on the 
stage. The character was admirably dress - 
ed—far more suitably than we have ever 
seen it—and as effectively acted and de- 
claimed. Mr. Aldridge was called for at the 
fall of the curtain, and received, as he de- 
served, the warmest applause. The laugh- 
able farce of “ The Padlock” followed the 
tragedy, in which the Roscius played the 
part of Mungo with inimitable humour. 
The unction with which he gives the far- 
famed nigger song, “’possum up a Gum 
Tree,” is unrivalled, 

Boston.—Mr. Robson Daniels, the new 
lessee, opencd on Monday last, with “ The 
Battle of Life” and “The Honeymoon,” 
The company have some very good names : 
Mr. Robson (the manager), Lockwood, F. 
R. Robson, W. Ryan (the latter gentleman 
is a young man of high promise and an ex- 
cellent vocalist). Mr. R. Gordon, from the 
Queen’s Theatre, is the stage manager, 
It is the intention of the lessee to produce 
a series of dramas in a style of metropolitan 
correctness. 





THEATRICAL SCRAPIANA. 

A Stace VeTeran.—Our old favourite, 
Deshayes, has just died at Paris. With 
Deshayes depart the last glories of ancient 
choreographic art, which began when Louis 
XIV.danced, and was handed down through, 
Gardel and Noverre,to Deshayes. He was 
himself the very prototype and living com- 
pendium of this art at the time when con- 
ventional grace and dreamy poetry were 
preferred to energy of thought and execu- 
tion. A more amiable and more courteous 
personage never existed in the realms of the 
fantastic toe, nor was he devoid of inven- 
tive talent. Her Majesty’s Theatre having 
been indebted to him for “ Benyowsky,” 
and several other excellent ballets, Last 
season he came to visit the beloved pre. 
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cincts again, and being invited to a din- 
ner with Taglioni, Cerito, and many of 
the first of the light-heeled fraternity, 
all the memories of his glories were re- 
vived, and he had so many toasts on the 
subject to drink in champagne, that he grew 
glorious himself afterwards; floated in 
clouds of dreamy reminiscences, like the 
heroes of Ossian; und instead of going to 
bed, strolled into the fields, and nearly 
broke his neck ina pit, However, he re- 
covered with broken shins, and lived to die 
amongst his household gods in Paris, loved 
and esteemed by all who knew him. 


EPITAPH ON JANE KITCHEN, A CELEBRATED 
DANSEUSE, 


Here lies Jane Kitchen, who when her glass 
was spent, 


She kick’d up her heels, and away she went. 

RESIGNATION. — After Fitzgerald had 
been Secretary to the Literary Fund for so 
many years that they got tired of him and 
his recitations, after the annual dinner, at 
which it was usual to drink ‘* Mr. Fitzge. 
rald and his recitation,” the unfortunate 
toastmaster gave out the toast as ‘‘ Mr. 
Fitzgerald and his resigantion !” 

Georce Frederick Cooxke’s Watcu.— 
A Dexicate ComPiiment.—-It is known 
that the widow and step-daughter of the 
great tragedian Cooke are living, respected 
citizens of St. Louis—the latter married to 
a gentleman universally esteemed for his 
social qualities and business intelligence. 
The admiration of the elder Kean for the 
genius of Cooke, and his monumental tri- 
bute over his remains in St, Paul’s church- 
yard, New York, will be also remembered ; 
as well as that Charles Kean, even now, is 
having this monument renewed. The wi- 
dow and other connexions of the deceased 
actor, on Mr. Kean’s arrival at St. Louis, 
signified their desire that he should become 
the depository of their celebrated relative’s 
watch ; and, accordingly, the day before yes- 
terday it was presented to him, It is a 
plain, old-fashioned gold time piece, the 
outer case bearing the initialsG.F.C. The 
relic is one of high interest, and of all men 
upon the stage he should guard it, who, 
inheriting so large a share of his father’s 
genius, proves that he possesses, in no less 
degree, his generosity of heart. 





CHIT-CHAT. 

Great doubts are entertained as to whe- 
ther Covent Garden will really be able to 
open the beginning of April as announced, 
since the alterations are very far from at- 
taining completion; nevertheless the ma- 
nagers are making every effort to make 
their house to open as soon as can be—the 
workmen are in the building night and day. 

There is arumour of a quarrel between 
Mr. Travers, the tenor, and Mr. Bunn, and 
of the singer joining his sister (Miss A. 
Romer) at the Princess’s. We have great 
doubts as to the authenticity of the report. 

We are informed that ** Norma” will be 
the first opera performed at Covent Garden, 
the premieres roles sustained by Grisi, Per- 
siani, Mario, and Marini. 

We regret sincerely to learn that a se- 
vere return of Miss Romer’s illness—an 
affection of the throat and lungs—obliged 
her, on last Thursday evening, to relinquish 
her part in Wallace’s opera of “ Matilda of 
Hungary.” It was, in consequence, given 
to Miss Rainforth, who has been understu- 
dying the character for some time. 

MDLLeE. CAsTELNAv. — This celebrated 
French singer is about to visit London; and 
Madame Hortense Maillard, another ta- 
lented cantatrice, will also visit the metro- 
polis in the ensuing month. 

Mapame F ora Fassri.—This talent- 
ed danseuse made her rentree on Monday, at 
the Academie Royale de Musique, in the 
ballet of “La Jolie Fille de Gand,” amid 
the unanimous plaudits of the whole house. 


Mote. Racuet. — The celebrated 
Freuch tragedienne has completely reco. 
vered from her late indisposition, and has 
re-appeared at the Theatre Frangais, in 
M. Latour de Saint Ybar’s new production, 
“Le Vieux de la Montagne.” 

Tue New Baier or THE ACADEMIE 
RoyaLre pe Musique.—The new ballet of 
‘La Taiitienne,” which has for so long a 
time been in preparation at the Academie 
Royale de Musique, will positively be pro- 
duced on the return of Carlotta Grisi, who 
is daily expected to arrive from Rome. 
Mdile. Plunkett, who has been dancing 
with the greatest success in Turin, will also 
shortly make her re-appearance at the Aca- 
demie, the term of her conge having expired. 
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We understand that “ Lucretia. Borgia” 
will be produced at the Princess’s for Miss 
Bassano. 

Sir Henry Bisuor has given lectures 
on Music at Leeds and Liverpool, with the 
greatest success. The vocal illustrations 
were excellently sustained by Mrs. Sunder- 
land and Miss Thornton. Concerts are 
shortly to be given at both Leeds and Li- 
verpool, to consist entirely of Sir Henry 
Bishop’s compositions, a proper compliment 
paid to our first dramatic writer. 

Mr. Joun Parry sang at a concert at 
Liverpool on Saturday, to an audience of 
2,700 persons; he, with the Misses Wil- 
liams, and Mr. Calkin, are engaged to sing 
at two concerts next week, at Cheltenham, 

Herr Staupier has communicated to 
Mr. Albert Schloss, his agent in London, 
that ie intends to arrive here about the 8th 
of April next, and join the company at her 
Majesty’s Theatre, for the season, as already 
announced, 

DesTRUCTION oF A THEATRE AT Con- 
STANTINOPLE.—On January 28, the Pera 
Theatre, at Constantinople, was entirely de~ 
stroyed by fire. 

New ENTRANCE TO THE SuRREY Zoo- 
LOGICAL GarDENS.—We have had an op- 
portunity of inspecting the new entrance 
now forming at the bottom of Amelia-street, 
Penton place, and cannot refrain from ex- 
pressing our satisfaction at the spirit and 
taste displayed ; it is immensely superior to 
the previous one in every respect. 

Mrs. ButLer.—This tragedian has en- 
tered into an engagement to perform at the 
Princess’s Theatre. 

Mr. Epwarp FitzwiLtiam, son of our 
distinguished actress, a youthful composer 
of great promise, is engaged in composing 
an opera, said to be of a very original de- 
scription . 

Tue ‘ MakinG-ur” or an ACTRESS.— 
An amusing theatrical case was decided a 
few days ago in Paris. The manager of a 


royal theatre was summoned by an actress, | 


who prayed that he might be ordered ta put 
up two gas burners in her dressing room 
‘**T cannot do without two lights,” exclaim- 
ed the fair one, who was her own counsel ; 
“ I must have one on each side of the glass 
before which I make my arrangements for 
the stage. There is only one at present, so 









that I can only see the effect on a single 
side; and this subjects me to all manner of 
annoyances. Sometimes I have one cheek 
too pale,{while the other is too red, at 
others, the left eyebrow is darker than the 
right ; then I have one shoulder whiter than 
the other; I make myself twenty years old 
on one side and thirty on the other; on the 
right I look like a boarding-school miss, 
while I am a finished coquette on the other 
cheek. This Is insufferable!’’ The court 
ordered the manager to supply the nymph 
with the two gas burners she petitioned for. 





THE MARRIED BACHELOR. 

We have casually fallen in with the fol- 
lowing anecdote, whereln our esteemed ma- 
nager, Mr. Pritchard, lessee ot the York 
theatrical circuit, when a member of Co- 
vent Garden Theatre, acts a principal part 
in rather semi-comic character; and as he 
is now one of ourselves, as it were, we con- 
sider it will be perused with interest by our 
readers :— 

“ A rumour having recently gained ground 
that Mr. Pritchard, of Coveht Garden The- 
atre, had suddenly and mysteriously invest- 
ed himself with the silken fetters of Hymen, 
we took the trouble to inquire, and find 
that the supposition has sprung from a 
whimsical part played by that eccentric 
gentleman himself. It appears that Mr. 
Pritchard was invited some days days back 
tothe nuptials of a friend, and proceeded 
to the residence of the bride elect in the 
carriage of one of the bridemaids. When 
the eeremony was over, and Mr. P. return- 
ing with the fair owner of the carriage, ac- 
companied bya sister and brother-in-law 
of the bride, he suddenly recollected that 
they had to pass the residence of his inti- 
mate acquaintances, Mr. and Mrs, C—— 
in —— Terrace, Regent’s Park, and, in the 
whim of the moment, he resolved to make 

it appear as if it was his wedding he had 
just celebrated. Turning to his companion 
he abruptly said, “* Will you be my wife?” 
“ Sir,’ exclaimed the lady, in a state of 
gentle trepidation. ‘* For half-an-hour,” 
rejoined Mr. P., gravely dispelling her de- 
lusion. He soon explained himself, and she 
entered into the stratagem with much good 
humour. Nothing could have been better 
supported by accidental circumstances; the 
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fair one’s attire befitted the supposed occa- 
sion; the white kid gloves and wedding 
favours of the coachman assisted in carry- 
ing out appearancts; and, that nothing 
might be left incomplete, the hachelor Be- 
nedict united two of his cards with a piece 
of white ribbon, furnished by his compa- 
nion, and with his {pencil dexterously in- 
serted the letter s after the Mr. of one of 
them. Thus prepared, the equipage drove 
up to the gate of Mr. C. *s mansion, a 
loud rat-tat summoned the porter, and the 
bridal cards were duly sent up stairs. The 
young ladies were thrown into a state little 
short of consternation, the old ones were 
flustered, and one and all rushed down 
stairs to unite in prevailing upon Mr. P. 
and his bride to enter. Persuasion was, 
however, useless. He must quit town im- 
mediately, Mrs. P. was already overcome 
with agitation and fatigue, and her only 
motive in calling was lest they might accuse 
him of disrespect. The pretended bride 
acted her part to perfection, holding down 
her head to conceal, not, as was supposed, 
her blushes, but her laughter. Jn the mean 
time the happy husband received the con- 
gratulations of his friends with becoming 
grace; and having earried on the farce as 
long as was prudent, bid the subjects of his 
joke farewell, and drove off in high glee. 
The news of his altered state flew far and 


wida; and he now find it a more difficult 

matter to prove that he is still in a condi- 

tlon to lead any young lady to church than 
he did in the first instance to gain credit for 
his story. It was lucky the affair did not 
happen in the Land o’ Cakes, as in that 
case the lady could have insisted upon his 
continuing to be her husband for ever.” 

TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

Lumpxiw.—There is great room for good Yorkshire- 
men on the stage Mr. Emery, at the Lyceum, 
being the only one. 

G. G.—Is thanked ; we witl send weekly. 

X. Y.—Will find the article in No. 365. 

A SunscutseR.—We Believe the K. mble Club have 
nut played get. 

L.—Miss Horton, of the Haymarket, has been mar- 
vied about two years to Mr. Reed, the teader of 
the band at the above theatre. The other lady 
we areat aloss to conceive how such a report 
could originate ; her address formerly was in the 
Waterloo Road. 


_— 








ADVERTISEMENTS. 


AURENT’S CASINO, at the Roya 
ADELAIDE GALLERY, still continues 
to be the magnet of attraction, nightly luring its 
habitues within that maelstrum, the Polka and 
each vortex of the mazy dance. Grand Vocal and 
Instrumental Concert. Musical Director and Con- 
ductor, M. Laurent, jun. First appearance of that 
Son of Momus, Mr. R. Glindon, the most original 
comic singer of the day; Mr. Weekes, and Miss 
Clairton, Mr. J. Roe. After the Concert is finished 
Animal and Vegetable Physiology Ilustrated by the 
new Oxy-Hydrogen pepe Also a Bal Pare 
d@’Hiver. Six Masters of the: monies will su 
intend the general arrangements of the _— 
Refreshments of the first quality. Doors open at 
seven; performances terminate at half-pasteleven ; 
admission, Is. z 


LOBE HOTEL, Bow Srreer, Co- 
VENT GARDEN, opposite the Police 
Court. W. Humpuryes having completed all the 
extensive alterations, begs to inform the nobility 
and gentry visiting London and the Theatres that 
they can be accommodated with DINNERS, SUP- 
PERS, &c. in first-rate excellence at very moderate 
charges, combined with every comfort; and trusts, 
by strict attentien, to merit their future favours. 
A Splendid Coffee Room, where gentlemen may 
dine from the joint at Js. 6d. each, or with fish or 
soup 2s., from 2 till8. Private Dining and Supper 
Rooms for Large or Small Parties, Excellent and 
well-aired beds—bed and breakfast, 17s. 6d. per 
week, or board and lodging, £2 2s. per week. All 
kinds of French dishes prepared by a first-rate 
artist from Paris. Excellent suppers after the the- 
atres are over, very reasonable, 


IVE NEW FIGURES.— 
Henry VII, and James I. of Fng- 

land, and VI. of Scotland, in the splendid costume 
of the period; the heroes, Hardinge and Gough, in 
their full uniforms, as British Generals. Mr, Ma- 
cready, in the most splendid Roman costume ever 
seen in this country. Magnificent ventilating 
Dome, at a cost of 700/.—Open from eleven till 
dusk, and from seven tillten. Admittance, One 
Shilling; Napo eon Rooms, Sixpence.—Mapame 
Tussaup & Sons, Baker Street, Portman Square. 


RITING, BOOK-KEEPING, &c. 
—Persons of any ae, however bad 
thelr WRITING, may, in EIGHT LESSONS, 
acquire perinanently an elcgant and flowing style 
of p hip, adapted either to professional pur- 
suits or private correspondence Arithmetic ona 
method requiring only one-third the time usually 
requisite. Book-keeping as practised in the go- 
vernment, banking, and merchants’ offices. Short- 
hand, &c. Apply to Mr. Smart, at the Institution, 
7, New-street, Covent-garden. 

** Under Mr. Smart, penmanship has been reduc- 
ed toascience, aud the acquisition, therefore, of 
what is called a ‘good hand,’ rendered but ‘ the 
labour of an hour!’”—Polytechnic Journal. 


CONTENTS. we 


St. Patrick’s Highwaymat.., .....cccccsscesesesecssseee “73 
Theatres—Drury Lane, Haymarket, Princess’s, 
Lyceum, Adelphi, Olympic, Surrey, Queen's, 
Strand.—New Music ...... sevssesevoevens 74-75 
Shaksperian Papers—Othello........0008 
Provincial—Theatrical Serapiana . 
Chit-Chat—The Married Bachelor..... 
To Correspondents—Advertisements 



















PUBLISUED FOR THE PROPRIETOR BY COLLINS, 389, HOLYWELL STREET, STRAND; 


(Where all Communications for the Editor must be addressed) and 
CLEAVE, SHOE*LANE; A, MANSELL, 115, FLEET STREET ; 

Wartiine, 409, Strand—Baaru, 4, Brydges Street—Vickers, Holywell Street—Bercer, Holywell 
Street—Sreit, Paternoster RoWw—Mawn, Cornhill—Mounrcast Le, 30, Bedford Court,Covent Garden— 
Harvey, 5, Vernon Place, Bagnigge Wells load---PuRKess, 60, Dean Street, Soho—APPLEYARD, 
Farringdon Street—Hararss, 25, Bow Street—Hannis, Blackfriars Road—Wuirer, Holy well-strect 

and al) Booksellers. 
HARVEY, PRINTER, 26, CHARLOTTE STREET, BLACKYRIARS ROAD. 











TH 





a! e;\' 


the i 
a sk 
beer 
emp 
for | 
teric 
mod 
gall 
as i 
take 
of 4 
the 
atre 
nec 
een 
enl. 
smi 


fro’ 


cor 
tai 
are 
an 
wil 
de 
sal 
far 
th 


